found an opportunity of passage for St. Valery, in France, with three Frenchmen and my boy; but by very bad weather I was driven to a little village in Normandy. We hired a cart there that carried us ten miles to Dieppe, and from thence we got to Paris in three days, upon the 6th of January.
I put myself there into a pension (where there were none but Frenchmen, most of them officers of the army) in the Isle of the Palace. I passed the winter very well, and got a great many French, acquaintance, and went sometimes to the French Court, and as often to the Queen. Mother of England as I durst. I followed here the exercises of music, fencing, dancing and mathematics, as before.
One day walking over Pontneuf, and having on a belt with large silver buckles, a man well dressed, as he carne after me, rubbed a little upon me as he passed by, and so pursued his way, but I thought a little faster than ordinary. Another following after (but not of his company) told me my belt was cut behind, and the buckle was gone with the part which was cut. This gave me presently suspicion that it was the man gone just before, though his appearance and dress (for he had a sword and a good cloak) spoke him no man to do such an action; however I thought the best way to succeed was to be bold, so overtaking him I drew my sword and bid him restore my buckle which he had cut off, which without any denial he produced and restored, begging that I would not expose him to public shame, but let him go. After some few stripes with the flat of my sword I let the rascal run his way, and the rabble shouting after him. I took two French footmen to wait on me, and turned my English boy